70            THE AERIAL A(iK
half a dozen dogs had been lying out of the wind, in the lee of a packing box. Two seconds later, I felt a heavy blow upon my shoulder, and as I fell into the snow I had the weight of a big paw on my body.
"In another moment," I said to myself, 'lie will have my head in his mouth/'
But he didn't At that most inicresting juncture I heard the welcome bark of the dogs; they had scented the enemy and leaped to the rescue. That heavy paw was lifted from my hack, and as I scrambled up there was the bear, six or eight feet away, with the precious dogs yelping about him. As luck would have it, things turned out a good deal worse for the bear than I hey did for me. I had only a lame shoulder and a, scraleh on the neck, while the bear's skin, made into a rug, lies under my feet as I write.